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exclamation. She was looking at a photograph on
the matron's desk.
"What a good picture of Mr. Spenser!" she cried.
"Is he a friend of yours, Matron?"
Mrs. Theobald was visibly disconcerted. She
handled the situation badly. She affected surprise,
which she rather overdid, and she was a trifle la-
borious with her explanations.
"I can't go so far as to say that," she confided.
"Mr. Spenser visits the Clinic sometimes, in fact I
think there's an idea of having him on the commit-
tee. I can't remember, for the moment, though,
how I came into possession of his photograph."
Jane was still examining it curiously.
"He was a great friend of my aunt's," she said.
"A business friend, perhaps, but still he was a fre-
quent visitor."
"I remember!" the matron exclaimed suddenly.
"I know where that photograph came from. He
sent a dozen for our last bazaar and I bought one.
Very good picture, don't you think?"
"Marvellously like him," Jane assented. "Well,
thank you very much, Mrs, Theobald, and good
afternoon."
"I can't persuade you to stay and have a cup of
tea?" the matron asked as she led them out. "Mr.
Granet might be interested in looking over the
place."
"Another time," Granet said. "I know that Miss
Grassleyes will be anxious to get back to the Ma-
noir, I had hard work persuading her to leave it for
an hour or so as it was/'